
Franz Marc, “The `Savages” of Germany” (from The Blue Rider Almanac, 1912) 
 
In this time of the great struggle for a new art we fight like disorganized “savages” against an 
old, established power. The battle seems to be unequal, but spiritual matters are never decided by 
numbers, only by the power of ideas. 
 The dreaded weapons of the `savages” are their new ideas. New ideas kill better than 
steel and destroy what was thought to be indestructible. 
 Who are these “savages” in Germany? 
 For the most part they are both well known and widely disparaged: the Brücke in 
Dresden, the Neue Sezession in Berlin, and the Neue Vereinigung in Munich. 
[…] 
 It is impossible to explain the recent works of these “savages” as a formal development 
and new interpretation of impressionism ... The most beaut iful prismatic colors and the 
celebrated cubism are now meaningless goals for these “savages.” 
 Their thinking has a different aim: To create out of their work symbols for their own 
time, symbols that belong on the altars of a future spiritual religion, symbols behind which the 
technical heritage cannot be seen. 
 Scorn and stupidity will be like roses in their path. 
 Not all the official “savages” in or out of Germany dream of this kind of art and of these 
high aims. 
 All the worse for them. After easy successes they will perish from their own 
superficiality despite all their programs, cubist and otherwise. 
But we believe—at least we hope we are justified in believing—that apart from all these 
“savage” groups in the forefront there are many quiet powers in Germany struggling with the 
same high, distant goals and that ideas are silently maturing unknown to the heralds of the battle. 
 In the dark, without knowing them, we give them our hand. 
 
Marc, “Two Pictures” (from The Blue Rider Almanac, 1912) 
 
It can be sensed that there is a new religion arising in the country , still without a prophet, 
recognized by no one. 
 Religions die slowly. 
 But the artistic style that was the inalienable possession of an earlier era collapsed 
catastrophically in the middle of the nineteenth century. There has been no style since. It is 
perishing all over the world as if seized by an epidemic. Since then, serious art has been the work 
of individual artists whose art has had nothing to do with “style” because they were not in the 
least connected with the style or the needs of the masses. Their works arose rather in defiance of 
their times. They are characteristic, fiery signs of a new era that increase daily everywhere. This 
book will be their focus until dawn comes and with its natural light removes from these works 
the spectral appearance they now have. What appears spectral today will he natural tomorrow. 
 Where are such signs and works? How do we recognize the genuine ones? 
 Like everything genuine, its inner life guarantees its truth. All works of art created by 
truthful minds without regard for the work’s conventional exterior remain genuine for all times. 
[…] 
 The present isolation of the rare, genuine artist is absolutely unavoidable for the moment. 
[…] 
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 The reasons, we think, are these: nothing occurs accidentally and without organic 
reason—not even the loss of artistic style in the nineteenth century. This fact leads us to the idea 
that we are standing today at the turning point of two long epochs, similar to the state of the 
world fifteen hundred years ago, when there was also a trans itional period without art and 
religion—a period in which great and traditional ideas died and new and unexpected ones took 
their place. Nature would not wantonly destroy the religion and art of the people without a great 
purpose. We are also convinced that we can already proclaim the first signs of the time. 
 The first works of a new era are tremendously difficult to define. Who can see clearly 
what their aim is and what is to come; But just the fact that they do exist and appear in many 
places today, sometimes independently of each other, and that they possess inner truth, makes us 
certain that they are the first signs of the coming new epoch—they are the signal fires for the 
pathfinders. 
 The hour is unique. Is it too daring to call attention to the small, unique signs of the time? 


